movement nor any division of the sequences into shots: simply a descrip- 
tion of the action, the dialogue, and a brief introduction of some of the 
characters. 

After lunch we move to the back of the room. F inding the two girls hid- 
den behind the screen, Guido asks the more bashful one where she is from, 
and she answers: “Trieste.” This exchange actually occurred last week 
between Fellini and a girl from Trieste whom I had proposed to play Carla. 
Federico has the memory of an elephant, Flaiano once told me. He will hear 
something, and years later, when it is appropriate, he will recall it. 

This man is fundamentally inaccessible. And yet the legends that have 
grown up round him are amazingly accurate. 


May 12 = We are still in the production office, and a new 
character has just been added to the sequence: one of the women whom 
Guido has tested for the part of La Saraghina. She is his wardrobe mistress. 
As he enters the room, Guido sees her fitting a dress. From the manner of 
her greeting, one senses that Grazia has been with Guido a long time and 
that their relations might once have been close. 

Grazia Frasnelli, like Agostini and Cesarino, keeps her own name in the 
picture. She is a beautician. Cesarino owns a café. In La Dolce Vita he was 
the night-club customer who threatened Marcello for writing scandalous 
stories. 

Pinned up among the clothes on a wooden clothes hanger is a large 
photograph of the mock-up of the spaceship, and pasted across it the pro- 
cession on the beach, “the Catholic Church in the lead.” After the last shot, 
Fellini goes over to the photograph, and begins to detach the figure of the 
Pope, who heads the procession: “Let’s make a version we can show in 
Spain.” 

First real smile, first gaiety since shooting began. A collection of post- 
card reproductions of old paintings is strewn over the accountant’s desk, 
now out of camera range. Fellini chooses a picture of a sun-god and substi- 
tutes it for the Pope. 

After lunch we move into the next room, Guido’s bedroom. Fellini is 
slumped in an armchair looking ominous, in a hell of noise. One of the 
walls is being sawed from top to bottom so that the camera can be put in 
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